RALPH    RASHLEIGH
her mother, who listened with sympathy to the story of his
night of misadventure -while she prepared a substantial
breakfast of bread, bacon, and small beer.
As soon as he had done, Rashleigh pleaded his need of
haste and set off at once in the direction of Winchester, and
on Portsdown Heath he overtook a pedlar who was burdened
with a heavy bundle in addition to his pack. Rashleigh,
adopting a country dialect, fell in with the man, who, finding
that their destinations were in a similar direction, offered
Rashleigh a shilling if he would carry the bundle for him
to the end of the day, Rashleigh, being penniless, was
only too glad to avail himself of the offer, and accompanied
the man until evening, when he received his shilling, and
the two of them went into the village inn for a bite of
supper.
None of the company took any notice of Rashleigh as he
entered, and having eaten his bread and cheese, he sat
quietly in a corner, slowly drinking his beer. He was on the
point of dozing off, when suddenly the inn door was flung
open and a file of soldiers marched in and guarded both
doors. The sergeant in charge of them then walked round the
room, intently examining every one in the bar. Rashleigh
had taken off his hat, and his close-cropped hair immediately
caught the sergeant's attention, and he asked Rashleigh his
name.
'Thomas Harper,* he lied.
'What are you?*
*A labouring man/
*Where do you come from?5
'Havant.'
"Oh, do you?* said the soldier. 'And when were you there
last?*
*A week ago.*